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then said: " O noble King Bhoja, whoever shall read, hear, recite, or apply [that is,
imitate in his life] these * Vikramaditya's Adventures/ adorned with the words of
(us) divine nymphs, shall be blest with fortitude, glory, fortune, and the attainment
of all happiness." Having given this boon the divine nymphs went to heaven. But
the noble King Bhoja long ruled in royal majesty over the ocean-girt earth, with un-
impaired power.

This is the end of the Thirty-two Tales of the Throne

Sections peculiar to individual recensions
See page xii of my Introduction for an explanation of the position of these sections.
Metrical Recension, Story 32
Bhatti becomes Vikrama's minister
Once more King Bhoja, desiring to ascend the great throne of Indra, approacht the
thirty-second statue. And she, surpassing all men in her marvelous insight, clapt her
hands and smiled, and straightway said to him: "Great king, you must have extra-
ordinary persistence in daring, since you would mount the throne of such a prince."
"Of what sort was he? Tell me, fan* one." Thus enjoined by the king, she spoke
again, shining like white camphor with the loveliness of her gleaming teeth: "O king,
listen to a tale of that treasure-house of the arts, a tale lofty with virtues. [9]
After Bhartrhari, weary of life, departed and voluntarily gave up his kingdom rich
hi grain and treasure, and went into the forest, King Vikramaditya, adorned with
rare virtues, succeeded to his kingdom with the consent of all the ministers. And he
ruled the land well, extending his fame among the people, exhibiting constant right-
eousness, and pleasing all his subjects. Once this most glorious, noble-minded, and
prudent prince went forth alone by night in Ujjayial to examine the city. He carried
his sharp thin [literally, * creeper-'] sword, like a tongue-envenomed, coiled serpent;
and he was provided with a dark coat, turban, and girdle, and perfumed with musk.
Then slowly, in the mass of darkness black as a tamala tree, darkness which had be-
come so dense that it blockt the range of the eyesight, the king, a store-house of
extraordinary magnanimity, fortitude, and manliness, wandered over all the streets,
both long and short. And observing one after another all the things that happened
in each of them, for some time that prince wandered about thus. After this, in the
heavenly pond [the sky], whose lotuses are gleaming stars, cloud-elephants began to
come up and to cross it in play; like lotus-buds [samvartikS] cast up by them, flashes
of lightning gleamed, and then like water spouted from their trunks the drops of the
ram-storm fell. [29]